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Crossing the Equator 
 
 
It was mayhem when we crossed the equator 
I didn’t know what to expect 
So I hid behind a bench on deck 
and peered through slats 
to watch old Neptune march around the pool 
his long white hair gleaming 
like seaweed, his silver trident catching the sun. 
Many of the passengers wore their clothes 
inside out, but some were looking sheepish. 
It was ambivalent fun, tainted with threat.  
Somebody said we would be thrown overboard 
into the swirling ocean, protected 
against sharks and drowning. I trembled behind 
the bench as a man in trunks was caught 
in a cascade of cold spaghetti and a cloud 
of flour dust drifted down from above 
settling on heads and shoulders. 
 
After a while, my mother coaxed me out to join the party. 
Exposed, I was a target catching my own drift 
of flour dust, then scooped up roughly I was thrown 
into the baptismal pool to qualify for a certificate. 
It wasn’t so bad, my fear was of uncertainty 
but now I was one of them. 
 
There was a dust storm when we crossed the equator 
a thick red veil as far as I could see. I’m sure we had to alter course 
and cross back over. Neptune didn’t make a second appearance 
he gave up his costume and became one of the crew. 
When the celebrations were over and most of the passengers 
back in their cabins, I sat alone on the bench that had hidden me 
listening to an eerie silence, watching the red sky darken 
wondering about the new world we were soon to enter. 
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